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CONTRAST. 


E 8, I muſt write, Minerva; having view'd 

A glorious theme, moſt gloriouſſy purſu d; 
Fi or favour not, my thanks I'll give 
To him, who teaches, as I wiſh, to live: 


Accept them, Churchill, in this plain addreſs, 


F or pointing out, in your's, my happineſs: 
I am that happy Man, or Bard (you'll find) 
Who, Bode control ment, dare to ſpeak my mind. 


B 


„ 
Full forty years (thank Heaven) I have known 


To value time, and make that time my own: 

Almoſt as long not far from Court have been, 

And various favour, and disfavour, ſeen. 

Why not the ſame?—Let ſycophants declare— 

My deeds the ſame, the ſame my ſtudies were. 

Calumny flies about, and, always wrong, 

Yet fixing ſomewhere, ſwells the ſland'rous tongue. 

Perhaps enough they ſaw, with envious eyes, 

To keep him down who never aim'd to riſe. — 

No ;—Independence, and a calm retreat, 

Which, Churchill, thou haſt ſung, and ſung ſo "PT 
Left but one wiſh, to heighten the deſign 

Of ſolid comfort, and that wiſh was mine. 

Let me then Hail with thee the homely cell, 

Where Independence {till vouchſafes to dwell. 

I am not proud, nor do I ſhed a tear, 


If a lord comes, or not ;—a friend is here. 


14 


My ſpirit is too tame to give offence; 


Not Law ſhall keep my door, but Innocence: 
While, nor buoy'd up by hope, nor aw'd by fear, 
Sweet ſatisfaction fills the circling year; 

While Freedom every guiltleſs art employs, 

To give a poignant reliſh to the joys, 

The mighty joys, your nervous lines avow : 


Before *twas fancy ; but I feel them now. 


F or, this my Independence to the Mind 
I owe; while your's ſeems of another kind. 
Twas not your fate to ſing for empty praiſe, 
Or curſe the barren ornament of Bays.— 
Two thouſand pounds!—1I am fo dull a creature, 
As ev'n to think, there's no ſuch ſum in nature. 
Two thouſand pounds! - and in fo ſhort a time! 
For writing —ſatyr!/—'tis almoſt a crime: 


At leaſt in this our age, there's not a poet 


But will, aſtoniſh'd, aſk—to what you owe it? 
B 2 


To 


4 ] 
To party, or to merit? I am loth 
To ſay the former; be it then to both : 


For who denies you merit? who, to raiſe, 


Had they your ſtrength, a monument of praiſe ? 


I faw in thy firſt Roſciad's ſparkling line 

The dawn of an exalted genius ſhine ; 

And, with a blaze, ſtill riſing higher fince, 

In the great pattern of a patriot Prince. 

Till Independence claim'd my beſt eſteem; 

So bright the poet, and ſo bright the theme: 

Tho oft theſe glories you are pleas'd to ſhroud, 

With the thin covering of a miſty cloud; 

Tho' with ſtrange negligence you oft affect 

To fall, or ſeem too proud to be correct: 

This I regard not, nor the ſleepy ſtrain; 

I know, rough diamonds ſtill their worth retain. 

But when I find thee ſomewhat more than Scoz, 
Darting thy pointed thorns, provok'd, or not; 


I can- 


E 


I cannot praiſe, I cannot but condemn, 

And wiſh thy mounted ſp'rit a little phlegm : 

More ſo, when I a wounded friend have ſeen, 

So ſenſible, that were thy ſword leſs keen, 

It ſurely would have cut him to the heart : 

I ſigh'd, and wiſh'd ev'n Churchill the like ſmart ; 
Could there be found a pen, whoſe nib could paſs 
Thy breaſt- plate through, piercing the triple braſs: | 
Could there be found a man, who fear'd no drub, 
And dar'd with Hercules to wield a club: 

But it was paſſion, paſſion for a friend 1 


And vain the wiſh, tho? vainer to contend. 


Yet wonder not; J am, I own, a man, 
By Nature form'd on a quite different plan; 
Diff*rent in principle, (or by deſire, 


Or education) as poetic fire: 


Page 8. 


E 
My early years were tutor'd in ſuch Rules, 
By the beſt maſter * in the beſt of ſchools: 
My reaſon took its bent from him, I own; 
Vet ſwear I blind obedience to none. 
No party-ſlave, I can as well embrace 
A man of different fect as different face, 
If I but thought him honeſt and ſincere, 
In diſavowing tenets I revere. 
If, or more dull, or bright, a man ſhould be, 
And ſee not the ſame rainbow that you ſee 
Shall he be hang'd for this? be crucified ? 
Or, torture worſe than theſe, be Charchillied ? 
Where 1s your boaſted freedom, if to me, 


In my own way, you leave not, to be free? 


To think ſincerely as I ever thought? 


Dr. Snape. 


Why This at your dread bar be deem'd a fault, 


bh ſpeak 


I 
v 


E 
I ſpeak not for myſelf ;—do what you will; 


'Tis not for me to court, or dread, your quill ; 
Not for myſelf ;—but I muſt feel for thoſe, 

You treat, Drawcanſir-like, as general foes: 

My years pay praiſe or cenſure ſmall regard, 
When 'tis too late from man to ſeek reward. 

So free, and yet ſo juſt, I fain wou'd live, 

As where all things are due, all things to give. 
Many, yes many, I could praiſe of them, 
Whom you have prais d; condemn where you condemn; 
For, where's the ſtateſman, parſon, painter, who, 
With ſome few faults, have not their virtues too ? 
For theſe I'd praiſe them, (were it my deſign 

To daſh this ſcroll with any name but thine) 
And, tho? thy pow'rs to ſatyrize were giv'n, 


I'd leave their vices to themſelves, and Heav'n. 


But 
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But 'tis a gift, and Nature would complain, 


Were ſuch a mighty gift beſtow'd in vain: 


It is the Gotham where you reign ſupreme 


It is your talent, and you'll find a theme; 


Or find, or make one, ſubject to the ſmart, 


Howe'er improper, by the rules of art.— 


Why, then—this queſtion, (never out of date) 


Cui bono? Whether ſprung from love or hate, 
Can ſatyr, arm'd with Churchill's bolt, prevail, 


Where virtue, reaſon, an 


eligion fail ? 
Can fatyr'make a miſer ope His door, 


Or turn affection from a favourite whore? 


Shew me your converts, and T'll praiſe the ſk1ll, 
That e' en can bend that ſtubborn thing, the Will. 


If then to little purpoſe, but for praiſe, 
You pour this torrent of wide- ſtreaming lays, 


I thould not wonder, if you miſs your aim, 


And where you hop'd applauſe, inherit blame; 


iu 


1 | 
Satyr, like treaſon, variouſly is priz'd; 
The ſatyr hugg'd, the ſatyriſt deſpis'd. 
But, to be till conſiſtent, I muſt grant, 
You certain praiſe deſerve, if praiſe you want 
But not for ſatyr: for our bards, tis ſaid, 
Think this the eaſieſt part of all their trade. 
See we not often, as we walk the ſtreets, 
A little whelp that ſnarls at all he meets? 
Say, then, you write with eaſe; this, between friends, 
Perchance the bard, but not the mar, commends : 
Elle, why, * the curriſh maſter of this art? 


«7 


None write with eaſe, who write not from the heart. 


Well—but the Pence !—Aye, there you are to blame; 
There your foes triumph, ſaying, What a ſhame, 
Readers ſhould be ſo tax'd?— Why, let them fay it, 

Tis ſurely not your fault, but their's who pay it. 


Page 32. 


C 1 Suppoſe 


1 
Suppoſe it more; and who can blame the man, 
Who, by his hand or head, gets what he can, 
In this luxurious pleaſurable age; 9 
* Cover'd with Jace and gold, as on the ſtage, 
To figure it among companions boon, 
And joyous, as we ſay, drink down the moon? 
And then to have the pow'r, of doing good, 
To clothe the naked; bring the hungry food, 
, Relieve the priſoner in his dire diſtreſs ;— 
This is thy ſelf, as well as friend, to bleſs. 
Ev'n I, and all, who love a generous heart, 
Enjoy, and will applaud, this duteous part. — 
All this is pleaſant, and all this is great: 
But ſhall 1 envy you this change of ſtate ? 
No when I think how many hearts muſt bleed, | 
In harder bonds, for one your bounty freed ; | 
For one made rich, how many poor indeed! | 


Page 9. 
| I own 


I ME] 


Town you great; too ſtrong, to fear a foil, 
Or that your own artillery ſhould recoil ; 
It hurts not you, they ſay, laugh'd at, or mock'd; 


(For who laughs not? and ſome perhaps are ſhock'd, 


To hear you bid the matron, f he her doors, 
Her daughters cannot, if they would, be whores)? 
But would you call the man, a man of ſenſe, 
Who diſreſpect compounds for a few pence? 
Who thinks it greatneſs, or a virtuous pride, 

To ſtep o'er conſcience with gigantic ſtride, 


And brave the world to laugh, or to deſpiſe; 


When he nught praiſe and honour make his prize? 


You could not praiſe him, as a moral man; 
You could not but condemn ſo ſtrange a plan. 
I hold not up the glaſs; I owe no grudge ; : 


Taught to judge no man, [ wall no-man a judge?” 


+ The TiMEs, p. 29. 


But 


E 
But you muſt ſerve your friends. — Tis juſt, tis right, 


To clear a character from ſland'rous ſpite ; 


And where the poifon ſpreads beyond the reach 
Of a diſſenting frown, or bounded ſpeech; 
There, rouſing up thy energy of ſoul, 
_ Expoſe the ſlanderer from pole to pole: 
To ward off, with an arm like your's, the blows, 
Intended for your friend, by ſkulking foes ;— | 
To ſave him from oppreſlion's iron claw, Y 
And, if o'er-ftretch'd, at leaſt condemn the law 3— 
Due merit to extol, the higheſt flight 
Your muſe can foar;—all this 1s juſt, and right. 
But let not Friendſbip all this honour claim; 
For will Humanity not prompt the fame ? 
I'll ſay no more, then, to this common plea, 


But add (I hope) a uſt apoſtrophe. ' 


"03 ſacred 


L 8 1 

OO ſacred friendſhip, how abus'd thy name! 
(Two, or two hundred, it is ſtill the ſame, 
Mere combination all) if J muſt hate, 
Uninjur'd, unprovok'd, at any rate, 
J he man another hates (he knows not why), 
And ev'n the laws of God and man defy, 
To ſerve a cauſe, to me of no concern; 
Nay, e'en for this ſpurn death, damnation ſpurn. 
To reconcile, to beal, if I can heal, 
The breaches made by a too furious zeal 851 
Such candid counſel, ſuch advice impart, | 
As may aſſwage the throbbings of the heart ;— 
To ſilence factious murmurs, calm the ſeas, 
That fain would ſwell, - with the ſoft breath of peace; 
To make her bleſſings rightly underſtood, 
Both for my own and for my country's good; — 
I, in my ſimple way, ſtill think were beſt; 
Or Chriſtianity is all a jeſt.” 
But 


L ]) 

But—AMOR FAT RIA Tons your chief defign ; — 
(I mean not Gotham here, but: your's and mine.) . 
I ſcarce could havebeliev'd it, were I told, 
That Churchill's breath could blow both hot and cold. 
Will your dear Conntry thank you for THE TIMES, 
In which ſhe ſtands outr?ed with horrid crimes ; | 
Crimes, which with ſo great virulence 40 e | 
As reddens the Halian with a bluſh? 
They ſay, you ne' er correct, nor read 3 
What hath eſcap'd from your all-daring pen! 
If 7 accept charm'd with the flowing ſong, 
But not: the matter ſince you think it wrongõ , 
And have the grace to blame the rapid Muſe,--- 
Will your t Country take, this lame excuſe? 
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But this apart Can amor patrie make 1 
A man throw Hrebrands round for miſchief-ſake? 
| | 2356 168 #t ing hind 0 


Are 


Page 4. 


( 5 ] 
Are not her ſons to her all dear alike; 
J ho', where they err, ſhe leaves the law to ſtrike ? 
Are you the only miniſter, with pow'r, 


Where party, or where fancy bids devour, 
| To fall upon them, with a ravenous jaw, 
Or tear them down with a ſharp-pointed claw ?— 
Think not this image borrow'd from a Print, 
But from your Bear * (whatever truth is in't ; 
Or elſe not here; it looks ſo like abuſe; 
Which, if deſerv'd, can be of little uſe; 
And, let it fall on you, or other men, 
Sullies alike the glories of the pen. 
I cannot therefore, or enjoy, or laugh 
At the Diſſection, or the Cap and Staff. 
Shall men of ſenſe; thus worry one another? 


And brother in full wrath: encounter brother? 


* Page 8. 


Leave 


1 
Leave ſuch unworthy ſports to Hochley i* th Hole; 
And with your cheerful glaſs mix ſoul with ſoul. 
Paſſion degrades the dignity of man, 
As diſcord ſhortens life's too narrow ſpan ; 
Too narrow for the work we have to do. 
But I'll not preach, eſpecially to you, 


Who knew to preach ſo well.---So, to return. 


You ſay, you for your Falling country burn: 
Zealous as he, who, for the falling church, 
Rather than leave his darling in the lurch, 
Halloo'd the mob around, and ſpread a flame, 


That call'd for better heads than ours to tame.— 


It is a noble paſſion, a deſire, 
That fires each duteous fon, and ought to fire; 
So far as decency and truth admit, | 


So far as juſtice and true ſterling wit, 


Can 


1 
Can give aſſiſtance; ſo far we commend, | 
Not the incendiary, but real friend. 


You love your Cuumtiy. Tis a generous love, 
It is a debt, a virtue all approve. 1 
But ware extremes; the boundary's fo nice, 
That virtue may degenerate to vice. 
Why, before ſelf, or friend, on this our heart? 
Becauſe the whole is greater than a part. 
But how confin'd this ſpot, in balance id 
With the whole world, where all require our aid !— 
To alienate the minds of honeſt men, 
From their plain duty, by the ſtrength of pen; — 
To ſpread an idle, or unjuſt report, 
And, like the Boys and Frogs, give pain in ſport; 
This never can become a man, as man, 


A citizen of the world, on Nature's plan, 


Who bids us do all good, to all we can. 
I D Would 


T would Independence make à heav'n heloõ rr. 


* 


L. 11 J. 
Would you but taſte from hence What bleſſings en 9 


Du lava your Cbumi nya ſo do I, do all, 
Whom from a Britiſh heart we Britons cal; 
Yet, becauſe ſome things ſeem not to go right, 

To me, and others, of no better ſight; 


Shall I preſume all wrong? and ſtretch my hand, 0 « 


To ſcatter civil diſcord through the landꝰ 

Shall I from prejudice, or ſome diſguſt, 

Blow up the ſparks of malice and diſtruſt? 
Shall I be more than proud of flinging dirt, 

On thofe I can, or thoſe T-cannot, hurt? 

Let fly my wild-gooſe fatyr near the Wen c: 

And ſtand the chance of drawing vengeance doun? 
No; gentle Peace!” too long thy ſweets I've tried, 
To quit the hore, and tempt the ſwelling wider 5x4 A 


1 Or, 


L 19 3 3 
Or, were I t6 embark; who ſteer'd before 
ee eee eee, 
I truſt ſuperior knowledge; and this truth 
Prudent experience taught me from my youtj, 
That Scot, or Enghſh, at the helm, avi ſtill, * 
For all that I can ſay, do what they will. 
Perhaps deſirous to correct, as thou; * 
But when I (ſuch the diſtance) know not how, -  ' 
Rather than write as no man ever wrote, 5 
Rather than ſnarle, abuſe, or cut a throat, 
Peace I prefer; and from that Golden Rule, 
(Whether it from a wiſe man came, or fool; 
For fools ſometimes ſpeak truth) learn, right or W 
While I my pudding eat, to hold my . 


You love your Country. “Love it ſtill; for wbo 
A JP obligation owes than you? op 
| D 2 3 


* 


Le 7 


To you oh very generous, mild, and kind, 

While to your faults, if you have faults, ſo blind, 
As no conteſted warrants to employ ; | 
Still you your hands, and eyes, and ears, enjoy : - 
And what is more, you till triumphant hold 
An Independency in lace and gold; 1 
And long may you enjoy them, free from ſmart ; 

But long enjoy them with a grateful heart. 
Bleſſings, deſerv'd; or not, ſo great and good, 
| Challenge from you, and all men, gratitude: 
That gratitude, which; in a bard- like way, 


* 
_ 
* 0 a. 8 2 
No one ſo well as Churchill can repay. 
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Vou need not fly, to grace the ſtriking page 
With ſome Great Noble, to a former age; 
(Ages; I think, are pretty much the ſame, 
Tho? ſome one honour, ſome another, claim;) 


— 


1 1 


Nor from the grave, to bring ſuch worthies back, _ _ 
Need you your lab'ring heart, or bend, or crack* WY 
For tho' (ſtrange compliment!) you this avow, 

+ Nor can a man be found, as times go no; 
Look, with an eye impartial, look around, 

And there are ſome, I doubt not, to be found; 

At leaſt among your friends; and others too, 

True to their King, and to their Country true; 
Both great and good; worthy a laſting name; 
While every Muſe conſpires to ſwell their fame ; © 
Worthy an Epic; tho' a'taſk too hard, og ; 
I'm apt to fear, for any modern bard ; | 

Except a Churchill think it not too great; 

Whoſe only ſhoulders could ſupport the weight. 
Here ſtrain thy pow'rs, but not thy conſcience ſtrain; 
Ambitious to grow rich, -in other gain, 


Page 12, + The Times, p. 29. | 


| A fame 


F im 1 
A fame as great, and noble, as your cauſe, 
Your country's thanks, a general applauſe: 
Where conſcious of abuſe, abuſe recall, 
And praiſing one, yet ſtudy to pleaſe all. 
So ſhall your works, tho* num'rous, ever ſtand 
Among the firſt-rate claſſics of the land. 
While for a card, a ſketch, an epigram, what not ? 
T ſeek no praiſe, content to be forgot; 
5 p Forgot theſe rhymes; but not forgot their end; 
He's to himſelf a friend, who is a friend 
To all mankind; and tho? not rich, not poor; 
Tho” not like you renown'd, yet not obſcure; 
Ever in harmleſs TIndependency ſecure. 


